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Little maid of olden France, 
Something in thy countenance 
Sweetly girlish, dainty, fair, 

Tender, mirthful, debonair, 

Makes me love thee, dear, although 
Thou wert painted long ago. 

Tell me where thy charm doth lie. 
Is it in the merry eye 
Whose light joyousness of glance 
Sets this heart o’ mine a-dance ? 

Or within those parted lips 
From whose mirthfulness there slips 
Such a wondrous witchery — 

Little M istress Sans Souci ? 

Is it wholly in the face ? 

Dwells it in that artless grace, 
Modesty and ease of pose ? 

Pr’ythee tell me. Ah! who knows ? 


Truly, dear, I know thou art 
Sunny, blithe, and true of heart; 

This doth make thee seem so fair — 
Lights thy face with sweetness rare. 

Standing thus and smiling so 
’Neath thy wide and quaint chapeau 
Decked with plume and ribbon bow, 
Thou wert pictured long ago, 

With thy neckerchief and muff; 

Not a trinket nor a ruff, 

Dear, to mar thy perfect grace, 

Thy rare innocence of face. 

Gazing on thy features, Sweet, 

We but hope each season fleet 
Brought no sigh nor sorry tear — 
Only smiles and joy, my dear. 

Bless thee for thy merry glance, 
Dainty maid of olden France! 
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